attention. This was a stout bald man,1 still young, with a
rather bulbous cranium, and bushy eyebrows. Sitting at
the bar, he was warming a glass of brandy with both hands,
and eying the gleaming liquid with an air of profound
gloom. Suddenly he raised his gkss with an abrupt, almost
violent gesture, swallowed a mouthful of the brandy, and
said to the barman as he put down his glass : * I've got a
bloody awful cold in the head/ There were undertones of
such nobility in his voice that Michaud continued to regard
him with respect. However, M. Tiercelin had now come
up, and after politely introducing himself, led Michaud to a
secluded table where they could talk undisturbed. Michaud
who had as carefully observed the unknown man with the
bulbous cranium, paid little attention to the appearance of
his host, and did not even notice the rather formidable
quality of that hard, dry countenance, and the ominous
glitter in the narrow eyes. M. Tiercelin, for his part, ex-
amined him coolly, and had already realized the sort of man
with whom he had to deal. He ordered drinks, and con-
tented himself with commonplace courtesies until his visitor
opened up the conversation.

' You will think me very remiss in not having come to
see you before/ said Michaud : * I have been meaning to
come for a long while, but I have been much occupied.
What with my business, my wife's illness, and the children,
I don't get a moment to myself. But I do want to tell you
how touched I have been by your kindness to Antoine.

1 The bald man, an ardent Petainist, was the victim of mistaken identity in
October, 1943, and arrested by the Gestapo. After having been tortured,
he was sent to Buchenwald, where he died in the month of January in the
following circumstances which were reported to me by a witness. The bald
man was one of a section placed under the orders of a Pole who, with the
authori2ation of the Germans, every morning chose at random five or six
men under bis control, and killed them before breakfast, either by shooting
them with a revolver, or thrashing them to death with a bulTs-sinew whip.
Having a swelling on his cheek w&ch displeased the Pole, the bald man was
thrashed to death.
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